
T he Trdgtdie of Richard D . of 

And ten to orte.is no impeach in Warr es. 

Fight y and takf him . 

C!if. I 5 F,fo (hiucsthe Woodcocks with the giti. 

N(orth. So doth the Cunnic rtruggle with the net. 

Forkz So triumphes Theeues vpon their conquered booty p 
So true men yeeld by robbers oucr-matcht. 

North, What will your grace haue done with him? 
Queen. Braue w arr i o urs filiffbrd and Ttyrtfmm her land* 
Come make him Rand vpon this Moulehill Her'e,. 

That aymde at Mountaines with autfbccchcd armc. 

And parted but the ffaddow with his hand. 

Was it you that reueide in cur Parliament, 

And made a preachment of your high dcfccnc? 

Where arc your ffieffe of Sonnes to backcyou now? 

The wanton Ed\toard 3 znd the luilie George? 

Or where is that valiant Crookehackt prodegie? 

‘Dickey your Boy,that with his grumbling voyce. 

Was wont to chearc his Dad in routenics? 

Or amongfl: the rell, where is your darling Ytytland? 

Lookc Yorkc ; I dipt this.Napkm in the blood 
That valiant Clifford with his Rapier poync, 

Adade ilfue from the boofome ofihv Boy: 

And if thine eyes can water for his death. 

1 giue thee this, to dry thy checkcs withall. : ^ 

Alas poore Yorke, But that I hate thee much, 

1 fhould lament thy miferable (late: 

I prethce grieue,to make me merry, Yorkfi 
Stampe^rauejindfre^that I may fing and daunce. 
What/hath thy fieriehart fo partchc thine entrakles. 

That not a ceare can fall for RutUnds death? 

Thou would ft be feede I fee to make me fport. 

Jorkg cannot fpeake^nleffehe wearc a Crowne. 

A Crowne for Yorker and Lords bow low to him? 

So : hold you hisKands while! do.f j it on, 

I, now lookes he like a King* 

This is he that tooke King Henries Chaire, 

And this is he was his adopted heire. 

But how is it that great Pkntagenet, 

Is 
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forke, AftdHcnrk the Jtxt. 

1$ crownd fo foone,and broke his holy oath? 

As i bethinke me, you fliould not be King, 

Till our Henrie had Ihookc hands with death* 

And will you impale your head with Hcnritt gloiie* 

And robbe his temples of the Diadem 
Nowin his lif^againft your holy oath? 

Oh,tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 

Off with the Crowne, and with the Crowne his head, 

And whilft we brcath,take time to doc him dead. 

Chf. Thats my office, for my fathers death. 

Queen. Y^cflay, and lets hearc the Onions he makes. 

York ^ She wolfe of France, but worfe than wolucs of trance, 
Whofe tongue more poyfonM than the Adders tooths 
How ill bdeeming is it in thy fexe. 

To triumph like an Amazonian trull 
Vpon his .woes, whom Fortune captiuates? 

But that thy face is vizard like„vnchanging. 

Made impudent by vfcofcuilidcedcs; 

I would aflay, proud Q^cenc to make thee blufli: 

To tell thee of whence thou art/rom whom dcriuMc, 

T were fhame enough to fhame thee, wert thou nor fliamlcs. 
Thy father beares the ripe of King of 7\[aples, 

Of both the Sifsdcs and lemfakm, 

Y ct not fo wealthie as an Engltfh Y eoman. 

Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infulc? 

It ncedes not,or it bootes thee not proude Qucene, 

V nieffe the Adage muft be verefide. 

That Beggers mouiKed,runnc their horfe to death. 

Tis beaucie,that of: makes women proud. 

But God he wocs^hy fliare thereof is fmall. 

Tis gouerncmcnt,that makes them mott admirdc. 

The comr.arie doth make thee wondred at, 

Tis vertue makes them fccme'acaine, 

The want thereof makes thee abhominable. 

Thou art asoppofite to eucry good. 

As the Antipodes are vnto vs s 
Or as the South to the Scpcencrion. 

Oh Tygers hart, wrapt in a womans hide! 

B 4. How 
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